FORTY  THOUSAND  AGAINST  THE  ARCTIC
this would have been impossible before the Lenin revolu-
tion, for then the right to a full education and to the develop-
ment and unfolding of knowledge was in the hands only of
the land-owning class in Russia.
Great and surprising joys are awaiting you, boys and
girls. In a few years, reared in a harsh nature, you little
iron Communists will go to wrork on construction and on
further study and, before you, there will unfold the wonder-
fully varied beauties of our great country. You will see the
Altai mountains, the peaks of Pamir, the crests of the Urals,
the Caucasus; fields heavy with wheat stretching for thou-
sands of hectares; gigantic factories at work; colossal power
stations; the cotton plantations of Central Asia; the vine-
yards of the Crimea; the astounding towns of Moscow,
Leningrad, Kiev, Kharkov, Tiftis, Erivan, Tashkent, the
capitals of little brother Republics like Chuvashia—capitals
which until the revolution were hardly anything but tiny
villages.
With you are snow and frost and snowstorms. I am living
in the Crimea, on the shores of the Black Sea. To-day,
January isth, we have had for the first time this year a
miserable little sprinkle of snow. It melted away as quickly
as It had come. All through December and right down till
yesterday the sun shone on us from eight o'clock in the morn-
ing until almost half-past five in the evening. Goldfinches,
chaffinches, tomtits—all spent their winter here. Spring
begins in the second half of February; autumn only towards
the end of October.
Until the revolution it was the Tsar, his relatives, the
courtiers and millionaires who lived in the Crimea. Now
the Tsar's palace has become a Home of Rest for peasants,
and on all the southern shores of the Crimea all the palaces
are Homes of Rest and sanatoria. There is a pioneers*
camp, "Artel55. There is much that is very fine and beautiful
in the country, in our Union of Socialist Republics, and all
of it is growing fast. All of it belongs to us.
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